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loving way in which she would caress a dog or a cat, and
the restlessness with which she would begin one task after
another only to abandon it. Touching, too, was the
eagerness with which she would scan the shabby books in
the hotel library, or turn the well-thumbed pages of a
volume or two of verse she had brought with her, would
muse over the poems of Goethe or Baumbach."

He broke off for a moment, to say:

"What are you laughing at?"

I apologized.

"You must admit that the juxtaposition of Goethe and
Baumbach is rather quaint."

"Quaint? Perhaps it is. But it's not so funny after all.
A girl at that age doesn't care whether the poetry she
reads is good or bad, whether the verses ring true or
false. The metrical lines are only the vessels in which
there can be conveyed something to quench thirst; and
the quality of the wine matters nothing, for she is al-
ready drunken before she puts her lips to the cup.

"That's how it was with this girl. She was brim-full of
longing. It peeped forth from heheyes, made her fingers
wander tremulously over the table,, gave to her whole
demeanour an awkward and yet attractive appearance
of mingled timidity and impulsiveness. She was in a
fever to talk, to give expression to the teeming life within
her; but there was no one to talk to. She was quite alone
as she sat there between those two chill and circumspect
elders, whose needles were plied so busily on either side of
her. I was full of compassion for her, but I could not
make any advances. What interest has such a girl in a
man of my age? Besides, I detest opening up acquaint-
ance with a family circle, and have a particular dislike
to these philistine women of a certain age.'

"A strange fancy seized me. 'Here,' I thought to my-
self, 'is a girl fresh from school, unfledged and inexperi-
enced, doubtless paying her first visit to Italy. All